'Izzy' was getting the worst of it and the gang saw it.
Time!' yelled Gaylord. 'Time, Hell,' I said, 'this is a one-round con-
test,' and I banged Izzy on the nose again. The abnormally large nose that
had begun to swell. This was too much for Billy Gaylord. 'Here, Izzy!
Give me those gloves. It's my turn now.'
'Yes? Your turn now?' I said. I was waked up and felt nothing could
ever stop me. I stood eagerly striking one fist into the open palm of the
other while Gaylord put on the dirty gloves. 'Billy' leaned way back,
rocking to and fro, crouching low, weaving his arms in and out continu-
ally. Crafty. I couldn't wait for him for my blood was up by now and while
Billy Gaylord had been comparatively decent, and I half liked him, this
cutting in was a dirty trick. I was going to beat all the hell there ever was
in him out of him, or die trying.
So I stepped up to him like a flash and slapped him down on the top of
the head three times with all my might with my open glove. My foot was
behind his and as he pulled back to recover he went over backward into
the gang. He got up red and angry. 'That's a hell of a way to box. Two
fouls,' he said.
'Fouls, nothing,' I retorted. 'Who said this was a boxing match? What
are you doing in here before I finished with Isbell? Come on, damn you,
foul me. And damn you all, anyway. You wanted to get me in here to do
me up and have a laugh. Now come and get it, take your gloves off, you
coward.' I threw mine away.
This wasn't quite what they looked for. The crowd interfered.
'Aw, pass him up, Billy. He's crazy-mad and wants to fight. It won't do
in here. Let's fix it up for some other time.'
'All right,' I said. 'You fix it! A fine sporting gang you are. If one of you
can't win, you put another in on top of that one,' and I went out, too
excited to want anything to eat.
The afternoon was quiet. Ominously quiet.
I knew I had lost my case by getting mad. If I had coolly taken Gaylord
on, unfair as it was for him to cut in on Isbell, and had good-naturedly
made a good showing with him, it would have probably been all over in
my favour. By getting angry and sailing into them I made enemies of
them all.
Then and there I made up my mind to stay in that office till I could fire
every one of the gang, and said so. Ottenheimer, the ringleader, an active,
intelligent little Jew was not present. He got the report from the gang
next day and I heard him say, 'Ooi, the god-damn son of a bitch! Leave
him to me.'
I might as well finish the story. Now I was subjected to the refined
cruelty of Ottenheimer's open taunts and skilful innuendoes. Ottenheimer
evidently thought he had a drag with 'the old man', that is to say, Mr,
Adler. But it was easier to stand the isolation even though it had become
downright enmity, now. I had George Elmslie at my side to talk to, a sort
of understudy to help in my work. George was. a tall, slim, slow-thinking,
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